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o] ’ —
Therd lived tn anclent Scribbletown & wise
. ‘Writér-man o -cubs)
Whose name was Homer Cicero Demas-
4 thenes McCann.
He'd written treatises and themes till “for
s a change,” he sald, 3
“1 think I'll write a children's book before
- 1go tobed"
He pulled down all hismusty tomes in Latin

pedias and manuscripts

iq
Esays in anthropology. studisa nl counter-

poise—

“For these,"” he sald, "are useful lore for
little girls and boys'™

He wseribbled hard, and scribbled fast, he
‘burned the midnight oll,

And when he reached “The End” he feit

ed for his toll;

He said: ‘“This charming Children's Book
Is greatly to my credit.”

And now he's sorely pursled that no ¢hild
has ever read jt.

—Carolyn Wells, in 8t. Nicholas,

THE HOUSE &
OF THE WOLF.

so0s
BY STAHLEY J. WEYMAN.

CHAPTER XII.
JOY IN THE MORNING:

I was too weary with ridiug to goen-
tirely without sleep. And moreover it
is apxiety and the tremor of excitement
*which makes the pillow sleepless, not,
Heaven be thanked, sorrow. God made
man to lie awake nnd hope; but never
to lic awake and grieve. An hour or two
before daybreak I fell asleep, utterly
worn out. When I awoke, the sun was
high, and shining slantwise on our win-
dow. The room wasgay with the morn-
ing rays, and soft with the morning
freshness, and I lay awhile, my cheek
on my hand, drinking in the cheerful
influence as I had done many and many
aday in oor room at Caylus, It was the
touch of Marie’s hand, lnid timidly on
my arm, which roused mejwith a shock
to consciousness. The truth broke upon
me. 1 remembered where we  were,
and what was before us. “Will you get
up, Anne?” Croisette said., *“The vi-
dame hns sent for us."

1 got to my feet, and buckled on my
sword. Croisctte was leaning against
the wall, pale and downcast. DBure
tilled the open doorway, his feathevwdl
cap in his hand, a queer smile on his
face. “You are a good slecper, young
gentleman,” he said. “You should have
a good conscience.”

“Detter than yours, no donbt!™ 1

* retorted, Yor your master’s.™

He shrugged his shoulders, and, bid-
ding vs by a sigh to follow him, led
the way through several gloomy pas-
siges. At the end of these, n flight of
stone steps leading upwards seemed to
promise something better: and true
enough, the door at the 4op being
opened, the murmur of a crowd regehed
our ears, with a burst of sunlight and
warmth. We were in a lofty room.
with walls in some places pninted. and
elsewhere hung with tapestry; well

_ lighted by three old pointed windows
reaching to the rush-covered floor. The
room was larpe, set here and there with
stands of arms, and had a dais witha
raised carved chair at one end. The
ceiling was of Dblue, with gold stars
=et nbout it. Sceing this, | remembered
the place. 1 had been in it once, years
ago. when I had attended the vicomite
on 1o state visit to the governor, Ah!
that the vicomte were here now!

I ndvanced to the middle window.
which was open. Then I started back,
for outside was Lhe scaifold built level
with the floor, und rush-covered like
it! Two or three people were lounging
on it. My eyes sought Louis among
the group, but in vain. He was mnot
there; and while | looked for him 1
heard a noise behind me, and he came
in, guarded by four soldiers with pikes.

His face was pale and grave. but per-
fectly composed. There was n wistful
{jvok in his eyes indeed, ns if he were
thinking of something or nome one far
away—Kit's fuce on the sunny hills of
Quercy, where he had ridden with her,
perhaps: . look which scemed to say
that the doings here were nothing to
kim, and the parting was yvonder where
she wns, But his bearing wos ealm and
collected. his step firm and fearless,
When he saw us, indeed Lis Tace light-
sned o moment and he grected us cheor-
fully. even acknowledged Bure's salu
tation with dignity and good temper.
Croisette sprang towards him impul-
sively, and cried his name—Croiserte
ever the first to speak. Uut before
Louis could grasp his hand. the door
at the bottom of the hall swung open,
and the vidume cume hurriedly in.

He was alone. He glanced around.
his forbidding [nce, whicl was some-
what flushed as if by haste, wearing o
scowl, Theo he saw us, aml, nodding
haughtily, strode up the floor. his spurs
clinking heavily on the boards. He
guveusnogreeting, but by a short word
dizmissed Bure and the soldiers to the
lower end of the room. And then he
stood and looked at us four, but princi-
pally at his rival: and looked, and
looked with eyves of smoldering hate.
And there wos a silence, o long silence,
while the murmur of the crowd eame
almost cheerfully through the window.
and the sparrows under the eaves
chirped and twittered. and the heart
that throbbed least painfully was |
,do believe, Louis de Pavannes’!

At lnst Bezers broke the silence.

“M. de Pavanpes!”™ he begaun, spealk-
ing hoarsely. yet concealing all passion
under a eynpical smile and a8 mock po-
liteness. “M. de Pavanues. ¥ hold the
king's commissicn to put to death ull
the Huguenots within my province of
Quercy.” Have you anything to say. |
beg. why | should not begin with vou?
'Or do son wish to refurn to the
church?” .

Louis shrugged his shoulders as in
coptem pt. nnd held his peace. | saw
his captor’s great hands wwitch con-
‘yulsively at this, but still the vidume
‘mastered himself. apd when he spo:;c
‘agnin he spoke slowly. —Very well.”
:E‘uoutinue[:i‘tktaking no heed of us, the
silent witnesses of this straoge strug-

Yot

| Fone.

gle between the two men, but eyeing
Louis only. *“You have wronged meo
more than any man alive. Alive or
dead! or dead! You have thwarted me,
M. de Pavannes, and taken from me the
woman [ loved. Six days ago I might
have killed you. I had itin iy power.
i had but to leave you to the rabble, re-
member, and you would have been rot-
ting at Mountfaucon to-day, M. de Pa-
vapnes.'

“That is true,” said Louis, quietly.
“Why so many words?" [

But the vidame went on as if he had
not heard. *“I did not leave you to
1hem,” he resumed, “ond yet I hate you
—more than I ever hated any man vet,
and I am not apt to fofgive. But now
the time has come, sir, for my revenge!
The oath I swore to your mistress a fort-
night ago 1 will keep to the letter. I—
Silence, babe!” he thundered, turning
suddenly, “or I will keep my word with
you, too!™

Croisette had muttered something,
and this had drawn on him the glare of
Liezers' eyes. But the threat was ef-
fectual. Croisetie was silent. The two
were left henceforth to one another,

Yet the vidame seemed to be put out
by the interroption. Muttering a string
of oaths, he strode back again. The
enol cynicism with which bhe was wont
to veil his anger and impose on other
men, while it heightened the effect of
kis ruthless deeds, in part fell from
him. He showed himuself as he was—
masterful, and violent, bating, with all
the strength of a turbulent nature
which bad npever known a check. 1
quailed before him myself. 1confessit.

“Listen!™ he continaed harshly, comn-
ing back and taking his place in front
of us at Iast, his manner more violent
than before the interruption. “Imight
have left you to.die in that hell yonder!
And I did not leave you. I had but to
hold my band and yon would have been
urn to pieces! Th= wolf, however,
does” not hunt with the rats, and a
Dezers wants no help in his vengeance
from king or canaille! . When 1 hunt
my enemy down 1 will hunt him alone,
do you hear? And as there is a Heaven
ubove wme”—he paused a moment—*if
I ever meet you face to face again, M.
de Pavannes, 1 will kill you where you
stand!™
Ile paused, and the murmur of the
crowd without came to my ears; but
mingled with and heightened by some
confusion in my thoughts. I'struggled
fecbly with this, seeing a rush of color
to Croisette’s face, a lightening in his
eyes, us if a veil had been raised from
before them. Some confusion—for 1
thought I grusped the vidame's mean-
ing; yet there he was still glowering on
his vietim with the same grim visage,
still speaking in the same rough tone.
“Listen, M. de FPavunnes," he con-
cinued, rising to his full height and
waving his hand with a certain maj-
esty towards“the window-—-no one had
spoken. “The doors are open! Yonur
istress is at Caylus. The road is elear,
go to her; go to her, and fell her that
I have saved your life, and that 1 give
it 1o yon not out of love, but out of
hate! 1f voo had flinched I would huve
killed you, for so you would have suf-
fered most, M. de Pavannes, As it is,
take your life—a gift! and suffer as 1
should if 1 were saved and spared by
wy enemy!™
Slowly the full sense of his weords
came home to me. Slowly; not in its
full completeness, indeed, nuutil 1 heard
Louvre in broken phrases, phrases half
proud and hall humble, thankiog him
for his generosity. Even then [ almost
jost the true and wondrous meaning
al the thing when 1 heard his answer,
For he cut Pavanues short with bitter,
cpustic gibes, spurned his proffercd
gratitude with insults and replied to
lis acknowledgments with threats.

“tio! gol™ he continued to cry vio-
lently. *“Have I brought you so far

“I might huve left you to die in that bell yonder.™

safely that you will cheat me of my
vengeance at the last, and provoke me
to kill you? Away! and take these
Liind puppies with you! Reckon me as
muwh your enemy now as ever! And
if I meet you, be sure you will meet a
foe! Hegone. M. de Pavannes, be-
i

“But. M. de Bezers,” Louis persisted,
“hear we. 1t toakes two to—"

“Begone! begone! before we do one
auother a mischief!™ cried the vidame,
furiously. “Every word you say in
that struin is an injury to me. [t robs
me of my vengeance, Go! in God's
namei"

And we went on; for there wus no
change. no promise of softening in his
malignant aspect as he spoke: nor any
as he stood and watched ns draw off
slowly from him. We wentone by one,
each lingering after the other, striving,
cout of a ndatural desire to thank him,
le break through that stern  reserve:

seorn to the last, he saw us go.

My latest memory of that strange
wnn—still fresh after a lapse of twao
und fifty years—is of » huge form tow-
ering in the gloom below the state
canopy. the sunlight which poured in
through the windows and flooded us,
falling short of him: of a pair of fierce
eross eéyes. that seemed to glow as they

covered us: of a lip that curled as in

' But grim and unrelenting, a picture of

so0 I—and I think each of us four—
saw the last of Raounl de Mar, Vidome de
Bezers, in this life. e

He was a man whom we cannot judge
by to-day’s standard; for he was such
an opne in his vices and his virtoes as
the present dsy does not know; one
who in his time did immense evil—
and if his friends be believed, little
good. But the evil is forgotten; the
good lives, And if all that good save
one act were buried with him, that one
act alone, the act of a French gentle-
man, would be told of him—ay! and
will be told—as long as the kingdom
of France, and the gracious memory
of the late king, shall endure.

I see aguin by the simple process of
shutting my eyes, the little party of
five—for Jean, our servent, had re-
joined us—who on that summer day
rode over the hills to Caylus, threading
the mnzes of the holm-osks, and gal-
wping down the rides, and hallooing
the hare from her form, but never pur-
suing her; arousing the nestling farm-
houses from their sléepy stillpess by
joyous shout and laugh, and snifiug.
as we climnbed the hill-side agnin, the
scent of the ferns that died crushed
under our horses’ hoofs—died only that
they might add one little pleasure more
to the hnappiness God had given us.
Rare and sweet indeed are those few
days in life, when it seems that all
creation lives only that we mny have
pleasure in it, and thank God for it
It is well that we should make the
most of them, as we surely did of that
day,

It was nightfall when we reached the
edge of the uplands, and looked down
on Caylus. The last rays of the sun
lingered with us, buot the valley below
wus dark! so dark that even the rock
about which onr homes elustered
would have heen invisible save for the
hulf-dozen lights that were begioning
to twinkle into being on its sumimit.
A silence fell upon us as we slowly
wended our why down the well-known
path.

All day we had ridden in great joy:
if thoughtless, yet innocent; if selfish,
vet thankful; and always blithely,
with a great exultation and relief at
heart, 8 great rejoicing for our own
sakes and for Kit's.

Now with the nightfall and the dark-
ness, now when we were near our homs.,
and on the éve of giving jov toanether.
we grew silent., There arose other
thoughts—thoughts of =all that had
happened since we had last ascended
that track; and so owr minds turned
naturally back to. h'm to whom
we owed our happiness—to the
giant left behind in his pridec and
power und his lopeliness. The oth-
ers could think of him with full hearts,
yet without shame. But I reddened.
reflecting how it would have been with
ns if T had bad my way; if I had re-
sorted im my shortsightedness to one
Inst violent, cowardly deed. and killed
him. as I had twice wished to do.

Pavannes would then have been lost—
almost eertainly. Only the vidame with
his powerful troop—we never hnew
whether he had gathered them for thet
purpose or merely with an eye to his
government—eould have saved him
And few men however powerful—per-
haps Bezers only of all men in Paris—
wenuld have dared to snateh him fron.
theeguob when onee it had sighted him.
T dwell on this now that my grandchil-
dren may take warning by it. though
never will they see such days as T have
seen.

And so we clattered up the steep
street of Caylus with a pleasant melan-
choly upon us, and passed, not without
a2 more serious thought, the gloomy.
frowning portals, all barred and shut-
teredd, of the House of the Wolf, and
under the very window, sombre and vao-
cont, from whieh Bezers had incited the
rabble in their attaek on Pavannes®
courier. We had gone by dayv, and we
came back by night. But we had gone
trembling, and we eame back in joy.

We did not need toring the great bell.
Jean's ery: “Ho! Gate there! Open
for my lords!™ had scareely passed his
lips before we were admitted. Andere
we could monnt the ramp, one person
outran those whe eame forth to sce
what the matter was; one ontran Mme.
Claude, outran old Gil outran the hur-
rying servants and the welcome of the
house. 1 saw a slender figure all in
white break away from the little erowd
and dart towards us, disclosing as it
resched me a face that seemed still
whiter than its robes, and yet a face
that seemed ull eyes—eyes that asked
the question the lips could not frame.

1 stood aside with a low bow, my. hat
in my band; and said simply—it was
the great effect of my life: “Voila, mon-
sienr!™

And then T saw
woman's face.

the sun rise in o

The vidame de Bezers died as he had
Bved. He was still governor of Cahors

the night of the 17th of June, 1550.
Taken by surprise and wounded in the
first copfusion of the asssult, he still
gefended himself and his charge with
desperate courage, fighting from street
to street, and house to house for five
nights and s many days. While he
lived IHenry's destiny and the fate af
Frunce trembled in the balance. Dut
e feil nt length, his brain pierced by
the ball of an arquebuse, and died an
hour before sunset on the 22d of June.
The garrison immediately surrendered.

Marie and I were present in this ac-

and at the request of that prince
hastened to pay such honors to the
body of the vidame as were due to hus
renown and might serve to evinee our
gratitnde. A year later his remoins
were removed from Cahors, smd laid
where they now rest in his own Abhey
Church of Bezers, under a monument
which very briefly tells of his stormy
life and his valor. No matter. He has
stoull need of a monuwent whose name
lives in the history of his country, and
whose epitaph is written in the lives of
men.

Nore.—The character and conduct of

vmumummum

I'ﬁ.g mjmtctmcmdjut. And -

when Henry the Great attacked it on,

tion on the side of the king of Navarre, |

] nt of Honoratus
of Bavoy, Marshal Villars, a man notable
among the nobillty of the province for his
Salor, but obnoxious to many owing (o
his bruotal disposition (ferina naturs), and
Regnier, a young man of like rank and
vigor, but of milder character. When

r, then, in the middi= of that great
uproar, death mesting his eye everywhers,
was making up his mind to the worst, his
door was suddenly burst open and Veszins,
with two other ‘men stood before him,
sword In hand. Upon this , as-
sured of death, knelt down and asked
merey of Heaven; but Vexina, in a harsh
volce, bid him »iss from his prayera and
mount a palfrey already standing ready in
the strect for him. $o he led Regnier—un-
certain for the time whither he was being
takken—out of the city and put him on hix
honor to go with him without trying to
egcape. And together, without pausing on
thelr journey, the two traveled all the way
to Guisnne. During this tizne Vezins hon-
ored Regnier with very little conversation:
but so far cared for him that food was
prepared for him at the inaus by his serv-
ants: and so they came (0 Quercy and the
castle of Regnler. There Vezins turned to
hizn and sald: ‘You know how I have for
a long time hack sought to avenge mysell
on you, and how easiiy | might now have
done it w the full, had I been willlng to use
this opportunity. But shoame would not
suffer it; and, besldes, vour courage seemed
worthy to e set against mine on even
terma. Take, therefore, the Ufe which you
owe to my kindnesgs” " With much more
which the curious will find in the second
(folio) volume of De Thpu.

- THE END.

“MY SON."

An Amusing Story Once Told of Alexsn-
der H. Stephens.

An amusing little incident was once
told ir conuection with the visit of
Alexander H. Stephens to Charleston,
8. (., in 1839, when he appeared before
the commervinl convention in that city.
It is one of the many stories that bear
reference to the distiuguished man's
aitpinutive size. Mr. Stephens was ac-
companied on this visit by two well
known werchants who were his warm
personal friends, and the three men
went to a hotel kept at the time by an
energetic, businesslike woiman.

Mr. Stephens was, as usual, far from
strong, and. being particularly tired, he
availed himself of a comfortable lounge
in the hotel parlor. Just as he was
berinning to enjoy bhis rest the Lrisk
landlady came in. She saw the mer-
chanfs standing by the window, and
some one, whom she took for a ecowmntry
boy, stretched ot his sase on the lourige.

“My scn,”” she said, going up to the
recuenbent person and speaking in a
firm thongh perfectly kind tonme, “my
son, you must let the gentlemen have
this seat.” i

The “gentlcmen” and the supposed
country boy LEad o good langh over her
mistake; but the Kipd-hearted land-
lady was much distnrbed when she dis-
covered that the une she had fomiliarly
addressed nr her “=on™ was the most
important personage ‘n her house and
the lion of the whole eity. — Youth's
Companion.

Harmonlous Combinations.

Black combines well with almost all
colors. except those whieh are so lnck-
ing in brightness to be too nearly like
it. Black and pale pink. biue. vellow.
green, red, lavender and even rather
dark shades of blue. elear brown and
green are excellent eombinations
Brown combines well with yellow, gold
and bronze. if it is the shade of brown
which has brightness. It is effective
also with black #ird with certain tones
of green. A ehocointe-nnd-milk brown
cvombines with old rose amd the dull
shades of pink. Very dark green s
effective when briglitened by linings
or narrow trimniings of pale blue., A
medivmy shade of green unites well
with @id pink. Hrownish greens look:
well with bronze and copper color.
Park blue may be brightened by lines
of bright. rich red. by lines of old rose
or of elear vellow. Bloe of the “elec-
tric™ and “cadet™ varieties is best. com-
bined with black or with fipured silks
in whieh the same shade predominates,
—Detroit Free Press,

How the Earth Loses Time.

The explanntion of Lord Kelvin's esti-
muate that the “set-back™ of the earth
in its daily rotation aronnd its axis
amounts to 22 seconds per century is
reported to be that such retardation
is owing to the friction caused by
the tides, the Intter acting ns a brake;
and such action is caleulated, accord-
ing to the same authority, 1o be equal
in weight to some 400,000 tons applied
on the eguator. . Other causes, he says,
have also to be taken into acconnt. as,
for example, the increase in the size of
the earth, due to the falling on it of
meteoric dust, whieh, if deposited at
the rate of onc foot in 4,000 years would
produce the observed retardation by
itself. Further. such a phenomenon
ns the annunl growth and melting of
snow und ice at the poles, by abstract-
ing water from other parts of the
ocenn. introduess irvegularities into
the problem. the abstraction accelerat-
ing the earth’s motion—the melting, by
restoring the water, retarding it.— Pop.
ular Science News.

Mixed.

An Edinburgh minister preached one
Sunday in a country church. At noon
the elder heard one old woman sayv to
another: “Hoo liket the =ermon to
day?

“Vera weel: bot | didoa ken til noo
thot Sodom and Gormarrah wnsna mon
andwife.” -

The elder told the parson. who wis =0
tickled that he told the story at his next
dinner party. A simpering young
Woman commented: “Ob! well: 1 sup-
pose they ought to have been H they
were not.”—Judge.

i Anxzious to Hnow.

Al Arms—Why does your father keep
that ferocions dog? ~
Miss Neighbob—For company, | sup-
pose, y

Al Arms—His or—or vours?—N. Y.

;as high and deep, and real feeling

T'HE GERMAN REICHSTAG.

As & Parllamentary Body It Is
Sul Generia

Excitement Never Is Allowed to Ran
Bigh—Rights of the President—
Some of the Prominent
Party Leaders.

|Special Berlin Lettes |

The reichstag iz & parlinmentary
tody which is strictly sui generis. To
rompeare it, therefore, with congress,
with the English parlinment, or with
the French-chamber of deputies, would
be o hopeless task. Besides, the reichs-
iag of to-day is not what the reichstag
5f the Bismarck regime was. There is
1 good deal less of friction with old,
affable Prince Hohenlohe as chancel-
lor than tbere was then: but, on the

PRINCE HOHENLOHE.
(Chancellor of the Germasn Empire)

other hand, there is, too, much less
excitement and interest in its sessions.
During this present seasion, for iw-
stonce, there were barely four or five
days which might be styled exenting.
Even then, however, there is not near-
ly the amount of lively discussion, of |
noise, of abuse or of bitterness shown
on the surface which, on similar ccen- |
sions, may be noticed in the lm.rhu.~|
ments of other eguntries. It is eon-
sidered bad taste to use direct, aggres— |
sive language, and even such uiolmt‘
opposition speakers as Eugene Richter, |
Bebel, Liebknecht, Lengmann. el |
usually conform ro this custom and
clothe their scathing criticism in words |
that often sound curiously moderute ta
outsiders. And that brings me to re-
mark that the reichstag style of orvatory
is pot the kind that flourishes else-
where. It is, 80 to speak, impersonal,
tame, objective—>sachlich,” as is thc
technical term here. By that iv.s, of
course, robbed of part of its direct ef- |
fect, and it often reads much better i
print, where the sugygestive points mny |
be pondered over at leisure, than
sountds when listened to. Uenerally
speaking, too, the Germaus are not ora- |
tors. In that respect pature bas =n-l
dowed the Latif race much more gen- |
erously, and the Anglo-Saxon or Celtic
races as well. Thus, the .inteosely |
sharp and sarcastic debates of other |
representative bodies are séldom rl."l
ever found in the reichstag, aithough it l
may be said that party spirit runs there l
i=
cften more inténse among its leaders. |
But the German is & reasoner, with z |
logical, argumentative mind, and that is |
why they appreciule a speech that s
“sachlich™ so much. |
Their parliamentary rules are, in the
main, like the American, but not so de-
tailed nor capable of so much flexibility.
That is why, on the one hand, the presi-
dent of the reichstag may limit the

rights of a speaker much more closely |

than he could in America, and, on the
other hand, would be practieally power-
less in the bands of an adroit manipu-
lator of the rules.
structive policy, such as the home rule
men uvnder Parnell used for a time 1o
bring England to ber knees, has never
been adopted systematically by any ot
the reichstag factions, slthough tem-
porary successes might fregqurntly have
been achieved that wny. Not even the
scientists or the Alsatian protesters
ever did that. And, with the inbore
sense of fairness whieh characterizes
the Teutonic race, 11 must be admitted
that the domiosting parties in the

BARON VON BIEBERSTEIN.
fGerman Secretary of Forelgn Affairs)
reichstag, such as at present the center,
the conservatives, the pationsi libera's,
kave almost invariably given their op-
pogents a “show," no matter how muecl.
it went sgainst their grain. With few
exceptions, too, the tone prevailing in
the reichstag proceedings is o gentle-
manly, courteous one, and, though tem-
pers are often ruffled, particularly
when some of the wore radical mem-
bers fling defiance of crown znd power
into the faces of their oppopentis, it
rarely happens that opprobricus or in-
sulting terms arm used, rnd soeh
scenes as continually happen in the

But thus tar, an ob- |
| Stunner,

the walls end all the rest of the wood-
work is of the same material. The apare
gllotted, however, to each delegste i)
much smaller than in congress.

The . & he is here called,
the president—aof the reichstag occupies
an immense throne-like seat.’and hasa
migantic desk in front of him. He ases
no gavel, but the bell, one about the
size of a cowbell, and can inake noise
esough with it, I warrant, tc drown the
shouts of even the most obstreperous
orator. The present officer,
Baron Bool von Herenberg, however, is
ss mild-mannered a man as ever cut off
a speaker, and he dislikea interfering.
In this he is vastly nided Ly = natural
defect, for he is bard of hearing. sod
so it not infrequently happens that a
cunning orutor geis in sidewiss, by
talking in a rather Jow voice, remarks
which would pot otherwise be tolerated
by the president, such as criticlsms on
the emperor, ete. Below the president
are the secretaries; they keep trask of
the list of speakers, and tbe official
stenograpbers occupy another immense
row of desks just below them. In a
line with the president’s desk are the
eents of the government representatives
and of the bundesrath, or federal coun-
~il, & body resembling somewhat our
sepate, and being coordinate with the
reichstag itself, its members being the
emissaries of each state government.
When the chancellor speaks he does so
always from his seat, about three fect
below and in a line with the president’s.
As the acoustics of the scssion ball,
however, are anything but perfect—the
wood panels deadening and swallowing
up the sound—a speech of importance is
always the sign for all the interested
members to rise from their seats and
form a sort of semicircle below around
the speaker. The rule is that each
speaker is to ascend the speakér's trib-
une, or stand. apd theace deliver his
words. But this rale is, unfortunately,
a dead letter and is never enforced, so
thatall those who wish spenk from their
ceats. As in the reporters’ gullery

| much speeches can be heard only when

soming from the fuFther side of the
bouse—and even then but imperfectly
—but not at all when arising from that
part of the hall immedintely below the
gallery, the repor?s published by the
newspapers and correspondence syn-
dicates generally vary greatly,
often the meaning of a whoie speech is
misnnderstood up there.

The most brilliant and at the samea
time conrincing speaker the imperipl

| government pow possesses, so far as

appenrnnes in the rejchstag -is  con-
cerned, is Dnron Marschall von Bieber-
stein., the foreign secretary. Some of
the speeches be mavle iast winler wers
fine specimens of clear-cut. incisive
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WILHELM LIEBKNECHT.
fHead of the German Socialist Party.)

logie, and in the matter of arguing with®

ar opponent be 15 even better than Bis-

| miurck, whose sledge-bammer eloguence

zlways aimed at immediately silencing
and obliterating an adversary, instead
of refuting or answering bim. On the
conservalive side Count Mirbach and
Baron Manteuifel are the reasdiest and
most powerful speakers, while Baron
the emperuvr’s friend, is 100
iropulsive and bot-beaded in his taik
and thus lays himself vpen to attack all
the while. Count Rerbert Bismarck,
the old chancellur's eidest, hns not in-
herited the masterful eloguence of his
father, and his remarks are usually
brief, though lo the point. An orator
who in his own insuidious way is in-
imitable, and who is a bud man to tackle
for anybody, sioce he is the scknowl-
edged lender of the rumerically most
tormidable faction, the ceuier with
its 160 voles, is Ur. Lieber, o bandsome,
smooth, courteouns man of somewhal
Jusuitical appeurance. Uf the socialists
—who only number 45 now in the reich-
stug, although their voting strength at
the po‘.ls i= the largvst of any party
—Bebel, Auer, lLiebkoecht, Vellmar,
are the ablest speakers. When Voll-
mar rises in his wmight and owe looks at
bis elassic profile und sristociatic bear-
ing—he is, by right, Baron vosn Voll.
war, and is a maw of weuith and a for-
mer olficer in the Bavarian nrmy wia

at Urlesns o 1570—one wonders how
such o man cune among the, restless,
bitter borde of socialists.  In speaking,
tou, he always remains the gentiemun
of blue blood, and 1that mukes his bitter
satire all the more gailing o emperor
and government

But a better speaker yel is Bebel,
who fairly thrills bhis audienee when he
is at his best. His scntences then pour
out with volcuno-like vehemence and
burning fire. His face is that of the re-
fined, meditative proletarian who owey
his whole education to bimsell. 0Oid
Leibknecht, now pasi 70, is the veteran
of the soclalists, and pnow somewhbat
prosy and occasionally dull, though
not many years ago be was the best
spenker oo the socinlist side.

Other good speakers and men of po-
litical influence are Prince Arenberg, ol
the center, Liebermann von Sonnen-
Lerg, the leader of the anti-Semites,
Daron von Hodenberg, the Gueiph
lender, and above all, Levymaon,

l1talinn chamber of deputies, where
blows are exchanged and the leaders of
the whilom government are ealled
“thieves,” “bandits,” “cutthroats™ etc.,
are unknown io the reichstag.

The session hall is a very fine ond.
and the immense cupola sheds plenty
of light while day lasts, while the hun-
dreds of incandescent lights effulgentix

illuminate the scepe evenings. [Beau-

diichter and Rickert. Eugene Rich-
ter was, during the Bismarck regime,
far-famed becsuse of bis doughty op-
position to the iron chancelior. but
to-day, under the miider sway of Ho-
henlobe, he has lost a good desl of his
vim and viros, v
WOLF VON SCHIERERAND.

The new mint at Philadelphia will

tifully carved oaken panelings surround

cost §1,652,000.

and .

curned his lame leg and his wron cross’
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